Make Me Pretty 


Author: Riguel*2000 


Bands: Marilyn Manson 


Characters: John 5, Marilyn Manson, Twiggy Ramirez 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Sep 02 2017 14:24:07 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Make Me Pretty 


"Please make me pretty.” 
At first, the make-up artist isn't sure whether this is a joke or an actual request. 


But when you live in Hollywood and you've been working as a make-up artist on video and movie sets for more 
than fifteen years, you've pretty much seen and heard everything and so you don't question your clients‘ 
requests. 


It's not the first time she's been called to come over to a hotel to do make-up for a band. Usually its before 
they have a photoshoot session and it's organized by the band's management. Nothing of that kind was 
mentioned here and Twiggy called in person for an ‘emergency as he called it. It's already evening time but she 
wouldn't say no to the request. In this industry, who would decline when one of Marylin Manson's members 


calls for an emergency make-over session? 


Manson's bass player, Jeordie, is sitting in front of her looking nervous. Actually, seeing he's wearing one of his 


gothic looking black and silver frilly dresses, it's more Twiggy than Jeordie that she has in front of her tonight. 


And Twiggy has been crying. It's obvious from the puffy reddened eyes looking at her expectantly. The bassist 
must have been wearing make-up before, white foundation and some red or brown eye shadow. It was hastily 
washed away but you can still traces of it on his face and around his eyes. 

‘lm going to clean up your face completely first, ok? Then I'll get to work" 

Twiggy nods and closes and his eyes. 

When she is done with removing Twiggy's left-over make-up, she pauses and looks at the bassist. 

"What do you want me to do?" 

"Told you. Make me pretty.” 


"Okay... Any special style you like or colors you want me to use?" 


Twiggy looks away, his brown gaze getting lost as he looks at the window and the city lights illuminating the 
night. 


| have a date tonight. | need to be a pretty girl” 

Twiggy swivels in the desk chair and looks down at the make-up products that are spread around them. 
"Use purple and black. He'll like that." 

The make-up artist smiles. Its nice to see someone wanting to be pretty and all dolled-up for a date. 

"I'm gonna use pale foundation but not white, thats ok? Ivory, it will be more flattering. You'll still be as cute 
as a china doll. And | can do a smoky eye if you want with the purple and black Sexy but classy. It will make 
your brown eyes pop up." 

Twiggy smiles back and approves before closing his eyes. 

Since John has joined the band, Manson is not spending much time with Twiggy anymore. John has this 
beautiful angel face, perfectly dyed platinum blond hair and he plays guitar like a god. Manson is raving about 


him all the time and Twiggy cannot stand it anymore. 


This is why he needed help tonight. A quick make-over to look as pretty as ever for Manson. Tonight, Twiggy 


will make Manson forget about his new fallen angel. 


Half an hour later, Twiggy has paid and tipped the make-up artist and walked her out of his room. Right after 
she's gone, he rushes to the bathroom to admire her work He's been staring at himself for a few minutes 


now. She was talented. Twiggy never thought he could be that pretty but she definitely made him look that 


way. The smoky eye make-up is so striking that you don't even pay attention anymore to the hint of redness 
that is still a bit visible in his eyes. 


Twiggy forces a smile upon his plum painted lips - no more crying today, he promises to himself. The mat 
lipstick is shaping up his mouth with the most perfect curves and the little bit of glitter that was sprinkled on 
the fullest part of his bottom lips, in the middle, catches the light. Who could resist kissing him there now? 
The bassist gets back to his bedroom and puts his boots on. Manson has to notice him this way. How could he 
not? Sure, they don't actually have a date, contrary to what he said to the make-up artist, but today is their 
evening off, after Manson has been in press conferences and interviews all day. He will want to relax for the 
night, before their concert and after-party tomorrow, and Twiggy is planning to help him spend the perfect 
evening. 

A final look in the mirror next to the door and Twiggy walks out. 

He gives three knocks on Manson's door and waits. The hotel corridor is quiet and there's no noise coming out 
of the singer's room either. Twiggy hopes he is in there and not gone out for dinner. Maybe he should have 


called on his cell before but it's too late now. 


Finally, he hears the door unlocking. Manson is standing in the entrance, dressed fairly casually and wearing 


almost no make-up. He's eyeing up his bandmate with curiosity. 

"Hi," Twiggy says. 

"Look what we have here..." 

"You like?" 

Twiggy cannot avoid flashing a smile as he asks. 

"You look like a fucking drag doll." 

The bassist takes it as a compliment. 

"Yes... For you." 

"For me?," Manson frowns. 

"| thought we could relax tonight and spend some time just the two of us.” 
The singer doesn't say anything. Instead he shifts a little on the right and opens the door wide enough for 


Twiggy to see a silhouette lying across the bed. The bassist doesn't need to ask who it is. He can easily 


recognize John's platinum hair. 


| have other plans for tonight," Manson smirks when he's made sure that Twiggy has seen that John is 


waiting inside. 

Twiggy swallows with difficulty and looks up at Manson 

"I've had a long day and." 

| can make you feel good, please," Twiggy interrupts him, his voice as unsteady as his heartbeat. 
"No, that's not what | want," Manson shakes his head looking sorry and annoyed. 


"But... You always... | thought you liked it when I." 


"Listen Jeordie, | like when you're in drag because it upsets so easily stupid people and it's good for our image 
but | like guys and John's sweet boyish face and ass are all | want to relax tonight." 


Manson's words hurt like a slap in the face. 


The bassist takes a few steps back, trying to put some reasonable distance between him and his singer, as if 
it would change anything to the situation. 


"I'm sorry, 1..." Twiggy doesn't finish his sentence and rushes down the hotel corridor to get back to his room. 
Manson sighs and closes the door. 
‘Sorry for the interruption’ 


The singer walks back into the bedroom and lies down on the bed next to John. He runs his fingers into John's 


short white hair. 
"Who was it?," John asks. 


"Some band whore needing attention, not important.” 


Back in his room, Twiggy is staring again at his dolled-up face in the mirror of the bathroom, waiting to see 


how long it will take for the tears to ruin his make-up. 


